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application to a microscope, of a forehead from which the hair
had already begun to recede when he was still a house-physician.
Nevertheless, he was determined to try his luck. One of her small
hands was trailing over the edge of die sofa, almost touching the
floor. He took it, and said in a low voice: "Maria. . . ." Such
was her confidence in him that she did not withdraw it. "I'm
not feverish, doctor; really I'm not" As always, she spoke of
herself. "Dear friend," she said: "I've done something of which
you'll thoroughly approve. I've told Monsieur Larousselle that
I no longer need the car, that he'd better sell it and get rid of
Firmin, You know how it is with him, how incapable he is of
understanding any delicacy of feeling. He just laughed, and said
what was the point of upsetting everything merely because of a
moment's whim? But I mean it, and I never use anything but
the tram now, whatever the weather. I came back in it to-day
from the cemetery. I thought you'd be pleased. I feel less un-
worthy of our poor dead darling . . . less ... less like a kept
woman/'

Thejasf two words were barely audible. The eyes which she
raised to the doctor's face were brimming with tears, and seemed
humbly to implore his approval. He gave it her at once, gravely,
coldly. She was for ever invoking him. "You're so big. . . you're
the noblest human being I have ever known . . . the mere fact
that you exist makes me believe in the reality of goodness."
How he longed to protest, to say: "I'm not the man you think
me, Maria; only a poor, a very poor creature, eaten up by desire
just like other men. .. ."

"You wouldn't be such a saint," she replied, when he tried to
put these thoughts into words, "if you didn't despise yourself,"

"No, no, Maria: not a saint at all: you don't, you can't
know . . ."

She gazed at him with a fixed stare of admiration, but it never
occurred to her to worry about him, as Lucie worried, to notice
how ill he looked. The concentrated worship which was her
tribute to him made of his love a despair. His desire was walled